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‘¢ It is the gift of POETRY to hallow every place 
in which it moves ; to breathe round nature an odour 
more exquisite than the perfume of the rose, and to 
shed over it a tint more magical than the blush of 
morning.” 





THE ORPHAN BOY’S DREAM. 


Bereft of his kindred, Mohanoe had strayed 
To a land among strangers, far, far from his isle, 
Prevailing misfortune, in ruins had laid 
_Every fairy formed prospect that once could beguile. 


One Sen, a sweet youth, was all that remained, 
To buoy up hia soul and his perils to share ; 

Yet scarce had Mohanoe a foreign shore gained, 
Ere he sunk to the grave by the stroke of despair. 


All eheerless, and lone was the darling boy left, 
No friends to protect him, or lighten his woe, 
Of every dear joy was his bosom bereft, 
And agonized memory hung on his brow. 


»T was night—and the Orphan Boy sunk to repose, 
On the tomb of his father the weary one slept, 
Yet —_ were the visions that round him arose, 
And he smiled o’er the pillow where late he had 
wept. 


He thought of those days when a ny tee to care, 
Thro’ his dear island bowers he fearlessly roved, 
The music of home sweetly struck on his ear, 
*T was the voices of those that his soul dearly loved. 


And he smiled as now near his own cottage he drew, 
For soul thrilling exstacy played o’er his mind, 
His bosom-loved friends to embrace him now flew, 
hose arms with affection around his form twin’d. 


A sweet one of welcome they cheerfully sung, 
And joyful he fancied he joined in the strain, 

His dear little sisters arin his neck clung, 
And kissed him with transport again and again. 

I am blest, cried the dreaming boy—blest is this hour, 
These lovely caresses once more do I meet, 

Kind Heaven 1 thank thy all favouring power, 
Thou hast made every sense of enjoyment replete. 


Bat hark at the thunder that bursts o’er the sky, 
It breaks on the vision so dear to his view, 

The lightning’s dread glare meets his terrified eye, 
And calls to his mind every horror anew. 


Oh God, he exclaimed—is this but a dream, 
Is memory awaken’d to terror and pain, 
So fair was the vision, so bright did it seem, 
I thought in my soul thou hadst blest me again. 


Tho’ roused from his slumber—again does he sleep, 
He sank on the tomb where so late he reposed, 


No more his young heart will sea misery steep, 
For death’s meagre fingers his weary lids closed. 
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He rests ’neath the shade of the cypress and yew, 
No sculpture attracts the lone passenger's eye, 
Yet spring o’er his grave fairest flowers shall strew, 
To embower the turf where his relics now lie. 
ELLEN. 
a eenees 
LINES INSCRIBED TO ELIZA. — 
Hast thon the rose of health ?—Oh! guard it well— 
It shrinks from the rude blast and cannot bear 
At any time neglect: It is a boon, 
The dearest earthly boon, that we can ask 
Or Heav’n bestow, to bless life’s pilgrimage : 
Then prize the precious gift while it is thine, 
And while thou wear’st the rose-bud in thy breast, 
Oh ! let it teach thee Charity for those 
Who, poor and needy, have it not; but above all 
Remember thou thyself must yield the flower 
At a swift comi Beles while youth 
Yet smiles upon thy brow, and when the world 
With its gay witcheries allure thy heart 
To pay it homage—yet at that day, 
Oh! Jet thy will be tree to barter it 
For purer and more lasting joys to come ; 
Let piety subdue earth-born desires, 
And lead thy feelings and thy soul to God. 
Bushwick Cottage, Nov. 1826. 


—— 


FANCY. 


Fair fancy dwells 

In sylvan cells, , 
Where mountain monarchs grow, 

And wild winds rave 

O’er the dark blue wave, 


And the crystal cascades flow. 


And in those cells, 

On silver bells, 
She rings her revelry ; 

And oft with fire, 

On the Lydian lyre, 
She wakens her minstrelsy. 


In golden groves, 

With laughing loves, 
On silver slippers she 

In silence strays, 

At the rocks to gaze, 
And surge of the sounding sen. 


On her fair cheek, 
Love’s lilies meek, 
And pink peach blossoms bloom ; 
ere Love’s bright brush 
Gives the beauteous blush, 
And care finds a flow’ry tomb. 


IDA. 


Her crowded crown 
Rolls curling down 

On her white breasts below, 
Like grapes of gold, 
In a cluster roll’d, 


On beds of the softest snow. 


When morning breaks 
O’er lucid lakes 
the surf she strays, 
d loves her shade 
In the deep display’d, 
As over she bends to gaze. 


In Echo's caves, 
Where dashing waves 
Foam o’er the ed rocks, 
She tears her hair 
In the lightning’s glare, 
And the thunder’s roaring mocks. 
Milford, Del. MILFORD BARD. 
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7 FRAGMENT. 
She was but in life’s morn, yet many a one 

Mer love had sought—and many a tongue to her 
Mad sued for sympathy—and many an eye 
Beam’d on her own the language of the beast 

In winning eloquence—but yet she was not won: 
Fortune’s y favorite! she moved along 
Earth’s gayest Eden: Friendship, too, for her 
Came deck’d in all its charms—while on the bresst 
Of one, her childhood’s earliest friend, her head 
Was often pillow’d. In many. a dream 

Of Fancy’s bright creation, she would raise 

Her air-built halla—and people them with beings, 
Alas! not of the earth: Nature she loved 

- To trace—on every star that deck’d the dome 
Of heaven, she gazed delighted—and the moon, 
"The soft, the lovely, soli moon, 
Wonld draw the tears of feeling from her eye. 
“Thus time past on, till first the maiden met 

‘The elegant Fiorello ; but ’twas not till she saw 
His eye of darkest beauty was illum’d 

With rays of intellect—not till she found in him 
A feeling heart, a noble mind, and all 

The nameless sympathies like those that swell’d 
Within her own young bosom—that she loved ! 
‘¢ She loved with woman’s fond sincerity.” 

And now we see her ’mid the giddy thron 
Wearing the same gay smiles ; but often there 
Upon her brow a shade of thought is found ; 

And if the music of Florello’s name 

Falls ever on her ear, upon her cheeks 

Vo blush is seen, but wildly threbs her heart 

In tumults uncontrol’d—and if a voice 

Should breathe in passion’s accent on her ear, 

No pulse of hers in unison can beat ; 

For thought still flies to him her earliest love, 
And the warm homage of all other hearts 

Can bring no joy to hers. 
And when the world around lies hush'd in sleep, 
She watches the pale light of Luna’s beam, 
Musing on moments gone—in fond remembrance | 
Her’s are Love’s pains and pleasures.—Let her 


In bliss, unbroken by the storms of sorrew : 
Enthusiast tho’ she be—let none deplore 

The gay enchantment—and she too has cares— 
Absence, uncertainty—and dread of all 

The chances that harm her heart’s own idol, 
Or give to death the Yorm she loves so well! 
Yet she is hap py—happier far than thoge 
Who pase thro’ all the goods er ills of life, 
In eal indifference. SYLVIA. 


62 eget 
A TURKISH LOVER. 


A Turkish soldier having been united to the girl of 
his affections, was obliged soon after his union, to 
join his companions in arms, and hasten to battle.— 

e left his bride in all the bloom of health, and 
gaiety of youth, fondly picturing’ to himself the 
affection and delight that would welcome his return 
in safety. He did return, and with all the ardour 
that love and hope inspired, he hastened to his dwell- 
ing, and oy eels to the apartment of his wife: ab- 
sorbed in the anticipation of a rapturous meetin 
with his adored Zulieka, he did not mark the awfu 
stillness which reigned throughout the mansion, until 
entering the apartment, he beheld the extended body 
of his bride, clad in the habiliments of the grave.— 
Upon recovering from the swoon, which this unex- 
pected, and soul subduing shock had occasioned, he 
approached the corpse, and embraced it, and for 
some minutes contemplated the inanimate object of 
his love in silence. She still was beautiful, although 
death had destroyed the bloom which once rendered 
her strikingly so. He could not weep, and in the 
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bitterness of that grief which tears cannot relieve, 
he is sup to have uttered the following, while 
contemplating the corse of his beloved : 


Beautiful love ! yes, beautiful in death, 
Not as I woo'd thee, when that cheek, now pale, 
Bloom’d as the rose fann’d by the young spring’s 


breath ; 
But like the modest lily of the vale ; 
Hush’d is thy voice, Zulieka—thy dark eyes 
Are clos’d forever, in that happy sleep 
Which soon may I enjoy; thy bridegroom sighs 
O’er thy pale corse—but ah! he cannot weep. 
His heart is desolate, there’s none to cheer 
His wo—he hears no pitying voice, beholds no 
pitying tear. 


My love! our bridal night was gay, 

And bright the threng that mov’d around us ; 
But hours of joy have pass’d away, 

And broken isthe tie which bound us. 
Fair was the wreath that deck’d thy brow, 
But flowers with thee have wither’d now. 


‘Oh! that dear night! how beautiful thou seem’d— 
Like some bright peri thou didst move along ; 
With joyful innocence thy dark eyes beam’d, 
And seraph voic’d thou warbled love’s light song. 
I listen’d, but thy voice is still, my love, 
"Tis heard on high, join’d with the choir above. 


I left thee blooming, beautiful and gay, 
By honour call’d, to battle far away 
I sped, and in the deadly fight, 
I thought of thee; love never can forget ; 
In day I view’d thee, and in sleep at night 
In soothing visions I beheld thee yet. 
Alas! alas! my love, those visions now 
No longer soothe, for woe sits on my brow. 


Aye! on my brow, and seated in my breast, 
cep rooted and severe: the fight did cease, 
ih 5 soldier in his home sought joy and rest, 
eneath the gentle sway of Heav’n born peace, — 
And J have come—but ah! no smiles of love, 
No voice of welcome greet my safe return ; 
No happy beings through my wide halls move, 
Instead of festive lamps the funeral tapers burn. 


A widow’d bridegroom, lov’d one, o’er thee bends, 
No tears bedew thy corse—he cannot weep ; 
But oft to Allah’s throne a pray’r he sends, 
That soon near thee he may forever sleep. 
Angel of Paradise! my earthly love, 
Soon, soon, I'll join thee in his realms ahere: 


ELIM. 
——i 
Lines on the death of the infant son of Mr. C. A. 
So late a sweet engaging Bo 
A Mother’s love—a Father's joy— 
Yet early this was ended ; 


Thy precious form has wing’d its flight 
To that dear home of endless teat 
To live with Angels blended. 


Then should we weep the sorrowing tear, 
Or wish again that thou wert here 
To live by ills attended ? 
Ah! no—’tis cheering now to view 
Yon placid skies, and think there too, 
Thy form in peace ascended. 


Near little one—tho’ nursed with care, 
No effort could detain thee here, 
Or yet from torture save thee, 
*T was best that thou should hasten where 
All sorrows rest—and sweetly share, 
The smiles of Him who gave thee. 
| ELLEN. 


LINES—By Mrs. Muzzy. 


Home of my early youth—for thee 

Pll tune my lyre’s untutored song ; 
For ah! its iid minstrelsy 

Was heard thy simple scenes among. 


Home of my youth! fate bids me roam 
From scenes, where others might be blest ; 

The floods of care still rise—but “* Home’ 
Presents no “ Ark,” no place of reat. 


Home of my youth! Does one remain, 
Of those so dear in early days ? 

One heart which vibrates to this s‘rain, 
And thinks, perchance, of earlicr lays ? 


Lives there yet one, whose careless hours 

Were pass’d, with me, in “ learning’s seat ?” 
Who roved with me yon locust bowers, 

Or search’d those fields for garland’s sweet ? 


Lives there one friend of young romance, 
One dear enthusiast, who, with me, 

Unheeding, traced lite’s merry dance ! 
From thought of future anguish tree ! 


Lives there yet one, who loved me still, 
When riper years their shadows threw, 
And pensive thought began to chill 
This heart so warm, when life was new ! 


’Tis vain to ask—for Time has swept 
O’er all, with dark oblivious wing ! 

Of those who smiled, and those who wept 
With me—none needs the song I sing. 


Then cease, my heart, thy wild notes cease ! 
Why thus the bootless strain prolo::g ? 
For in that early home of peace, 
Twill only seem a Stranger’s Song. 
New York, November 12th. 
———>- 
THE LAST HOUR OF TIME. 
I darted past time’s leaden pace, 
And rested on its withering page ; 
No sun illumin’d my resting place, - 
No moon yose in time’s dying age. 


A cheerless gloom around me flun 
A veil of sick’ning power, 

The works of heaven and earth where done, 
*T'was nature’s dying hour. 


The morning breeze—’twas hush’d in sleep, 
The awful sleep of ending time, 

A calm seem’d resting on the deep, 
And round me mourn’d the dying pine. 


I ask’d the pale and sinking moon, 
Why thus she hid her light, 

A mournful sound rose from the tomb, 
And left me wrapt in endless night. 


I ask’d the last departing ray, —- 
Why darkness closed around the sun, 
A mournful voice was heard to say, 
My long career of light is done. 


The ocean seem’d to roar, and far 

A glimmering distant light was seen, 
*T was the last—and fading star, 

That shone on nature’s dying scene— 


*T was the last ; all had pass’d away 
Into the regions of eternal night, 
No sun rose on another day, 
No moon sent forth asothes light. 
SYLVAN. 
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THE GRAVE. 
When the cold clod is thrown upon 
The poor remains of those 
Whose souls n early youth have flown 
To seek th vir last repose ; | 


When in the pride of beauty fled, 
Or nipp’d in manhood’s prime, 

They mingl- with the silent dead, 
And quit the realins oi time ; 


Then will the sympathising heart, 
A saddeniug influence feel, 

And the warn fount, in sorrow start, 
At their slow fun’ral knell. 


But when beneath the heavy mould, 
Her beauteous form is laid, 

And her bright eyes are vlaz’d and cold, 
And her pure spirit tied. 


' When the scar’d sense ; hear the knell 
That tolls a last adie’, 
And the dark coffin to its cell, 
Is lower’d from the view ; 


When from the land of living forms, 

Her flight is winged alar, - 

She, wliose irradiant virzin charms, 
Have been of hope, your star. 


Then, then alone the ’xtatic grief 
Of poison’d bliss, is felt, 

Then, only fancy gives relief, 
On her to whom you've knelt. 


Aud then the keen and parting blow, 
To the lorn heart is given, 
That severs it from all below, 
And points its hope to heaven. 
ORASMYN. 


———_}-———— 


. AUTUMN 


With what a glory.comes and goes the year ! 
The buds of spring—thuse beautiful harbingers 
Of sunny skies and cloudless times—enjoy 

Lite’s newness, and earth’s garniture spread out, 
And when the silver habit of the clouds 

Comes down upon the autumn sungand with 

A sober gladness the old year takes up 

His bright inheritance of golden fruits, 

A pomp and pageant fill the splendid scene. 
There is a beautiful spirit breathing now 

Its mellow ricbness on the clustered trees, 

And from a beaker full of richest dye 

Pouring new glory on the autumn woods, 

And dipping im warm light the pillared clouds. 
Morn op the siountain; Like a summer bird, 
Lifts up her purple wing, and in the vales 

The gentle wind a sweet and passionate wooer, 
Kisses the blushing leaf, and stirs up life 
Within the solemn woods of ash deep crimsoned, 
And silyer beach, and maple yellow leafed— 
Where autumn, like a faint old man sits down 
By the way side weary. Through the trees 

The golden robin moves; the purple finch, 
That on wild cherry and red cedar feeds, 

A winter bird—comes with its plaintive whistle, 
And pecks by the witch-hazel, whilst aloud 
From cottage roofs the warbling blue-bird sings ; 
And merrily with oft repeated stroke 

Sounds from the threshing-floor the busy flail. 
O what a glory doth this world put on _ , 
For him that with a fervent heart goes forth 
Cnder the ed i and glorious sky, and looks 
On duties well performed and days well spent ! 
For him the wind, aye, and the yellow leaves, 
Shall have a voice, and give him eloquent teachings, 


| He shall so hear the solemn hymn, that Death 


Has lifted up forall, that he shal! go 


To his long resting place without a tear. 


U.S. Lit. Gaz. 
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LINES. . 
I love to ramble in some lonely place, 
Where nature strives to open her array ; 
In all her.pleasing phantasies, to chase 
All care and sorrow from the heart away— 
Where in close matted shades the light of day 
Berett of dazzlement, a genial light, 
Like to the soft and tender lunar ray, 
That sheds a calmness o’er the murky night, 
And cheers the wounded heart, all sorrowing in spite. 


And there to hie me, there my limbs to rest, 
Think not rude footsteps will my haunt assail ; 
Then let my fancy nourishment in quest, 

Soar far aloft amid the summer gale ;_ 

Yea, on the pleasant breezes proudly sail, 

And waft itself e’en now to you, blue sky ; 
And now retracing, o’er the lowly vale 

Cast a delighted and voluptuous eye, 

Then soar afar again into infinity. 


Oh! then it is that memory reveals, 

And calls to mind the long-forgotten past ; 

The bosom then a rush of pleasure feels, 

Which all around us speedily will cast 

A secret shroud against misfortune’s blast. 

We retaste bliss—the bliss of infancy, _ 

When sorrow would, as but a moment, last, 
When light we skipt, and clamber’d up the tree, 
And all was life and joy, and unreflecting nue 


—_ 
AWAY TO LOCH LONG. 
FOR MUSIC. 
Away and aay o’er the bright sunny sea, 
To yon shore ali 
me ; 
The waves are asleep, dear—the winds have no sigh, 
But at rest on the breast of the blue waters lie. 
O Jennie! than Friendship’s some tics are more 
strong,— : 
Then wilt thou, my own one, away to Loch Long ? 


Tho’ the sun kisses fondly the hills of Loch Gare, 

And the palace and hall on its banks glitter fair ; 

Yet our white wing’d wee bark past its headland shall 
glide 

And my arm and my oar bear thee on through the 
Clyde: : 

For though silver its shores, trod by Pleasure’s gay 
thro 

There’s a ovetier strand far away to Loch Long! 


O sweet is the shealing that waits for my Jeannie ! 

As blissful it smiling looks o’er Ardentinny— 

And rests on the green hill, insafety and pride, 

As on Donald’s fond breast shall the bow of his bride, 
Give that sigh to our sail, Love,—thy voice to the 


song 
Whose notes shall re-echo, Hail! lovely Loch Long! 
—Lon, Lai. Gaz. ee Pedo Me 
‘CREATION. 
Behold Creation’s vast extent, 
The earth, the flowing seas, and sky, 
How great, how kind, the God who sent 
These charms to feast the mortal eye. 


With rapture do we gaze around, 
And all thy beauteeus blessings view, 
And far and near thy works are found 
Endless, pleasing, ever new. 


‘Who can doubt thy gracious name, 
Doubt thy power above, below, 

Doubt a suffering Jesus came 
Mortals to save from sin and woe. 


t looks smiling on you, sweet, and | 
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Doubt that by thy sovereign hand, 
All the glowing planets move, 
Doubt each blessing we command, 

Proofs of thy exalted love. 


All, all, superior God are thine, 
All await thy kind controul, 

Nature proves thy power divine, 
Eternal, yes, from pole to pole. 


Hail, immortal Spirit, hail, 

~ O’er us still let mercy fall, 
Tho’ to own thee, thousands fail, 
Millions claim thee, God of all. 
sae a ELLEN. 


— PP 
The lost delights of Home recollected. 


_ 1 No more with glad heart to my Home I return, 


Where the friends of my childhood, I greeted with 


JOY 5 
A diestitats wanderer all pensive I roam, 


'| And feel the sad ills that misfortunes annoy. 


Oh ! hasten, ye months that so tardily flow, 
way linger, ye pangs, my pained bosom to ren}, 
Ah! why thus detained in this valley of woe, 
Where I find not a father—a mother, a friend. 


Ye dear native plains, and thou cottage so dear, 
Where the eglantine twines round the window so 


sweet ; 
Where I first breathed, oh! had it been the last air, 
from a world that has since proved with sorrows re- 
plete. 


But why thus forlorn, time is hastening away,* 

This heart slowly beats in a bosom oppressed ; 

Nor distant, far distant, I trust is the day, 

That shall bear ine away to my friends and to rest. 
PRIVADO. 


—_—_——— 
OUR FATHER WHO ART IN HEAVEN. 


Art thou my Father ‘—then no more 
My sihs shall tempt me to despair ; 
My father pities and forgives, 
And hears a child’s repentant prayer. 


Art thou my Father '—Let me strive 
With all my powers to learn thy will ; 
To make thy service all my care, 
And all thy wise commands fulfil. 


Art thou my Father ‘—Teach my heart, 
Compassion for another’s woe, 

And ever to a child of thine 
A brother’s tenderness to show. 


Art thou my Father ?—Then I know 
When pains or want or griefs oppress, 


They come but from a father’s hand, 


Which wounds to heal, afflicts to bless. 


Art thou my Father ?—Then in doubt 
And darkness when I grope my way, 
A light shall shine upon my path, 
And make my darkness like the day. 


Art thou my Father ?—-Then no more 
Tremble my soul at death’s alarms, 
He comes a messenger of love, 
To bear me to a Fathber’s arms, 
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The following beautiful lines are copied 
from “ The Memorial,” a collection of origi- 
nal articles in prose and verse, published by 
Messrs. True & Greene, of Boston, on the 
plan of, and designed for the same purpose as 
the Souvenir. 

TO THE AUTUMN LEAF. 
Lone trembling one ! 
Last of a Summer race, withered and sear, 
And shivering—wherefore art thou lingering here ? 
Thy work is done. 


Thou hast seen all 
The Summer flowers reposing in their tomb, 
And the green leaves, that knew thee in their bloom, 
ither and fall ! 


Why didst thou cling 

So fondly to the rough and sapless tree ? 

Hath then existence aught like charms for thee, 
Thou faded thing ! . 


The voice of Spring, 

Which woke thee into being, ne’er again 

Will greet thee—nor the gentle Summer’s rain 
New verdure bring. 


The zephyr’s breath 
No more will wake for thee its melody— 
But the lone sighing of the blast shall be 
Thy hymn of death. 


Yet a few days, 
A few faint s les with the Autumn storm, 
And the strained eye to catch thy trembling form 
In vain may gaze. 


Pale Autumn leaf! 

Thou art an emblem of mortality, 

The broken heart, once young and fresh like thee, 
Wither’d by griefi— P 


Whose hopes are fled, 
Whose loved ones al] have drooped and died away, 
Still clings to life—and lingering loves to stay 
Above the dead ! 


But list—e’en now , 
T hear the gathering of the Autumn blast, 
It comes—thy frail form trembles—it is past ! 
And thou art low! AY. G. C. 


—— tif 
I THINK OF THEE. 


When the wintry winds are sighi 

And the yellow leaf is ‘ieee 

Awaking thoughts of other years, 

The chequered train of hopes and fears, 
I think of thee! 


When the dew is on the mountain, 
And my footsteps pass the fountain, 
That gushes from its rocky bed, 
There lonely wandering do I tread 
And think of thee. 


When the winds in wild commotion, 
Sweep o’er billows of the ocean, 
As mingling with the sea bird’s cry, 
The mountain wave rolls darkly by, 

I think of thee ! 


When my lone footsteps wander where 
The hawthorn scents the balmy air ; 
When the silver moon is beaming, 
When of love my soul is dreaming, 
I think of thee ! 
WILFRED. 


SUN-RISE OF THE SOUL. 
There is a land where strength decays, 
Where wisdom comes to nought ; 
re vice claims virtue’s honest praise— 
here love with gold is bought. 


There is a land where genius dies, 

att rnin ance its doom— 
ere at’s great, or good, or wise 
Sinks in oblivion’s gloom. / 


There is a land whereon the brave 
Do perish in their fame— 

Sink silently within the grave, 
Retaining but a name. 


There is a land where beauty fades 
Upon its icy breast ; 

Where penury the heart pervades, 
And pain’s a constant guest. 


And there’s a world where love and truth . 
Perennial rise and bloom ; 

Where virtue, in unfading youth, 
Shall triumph o’er the tomb. 


How gladly would my tortured breast 
Reject earth’s base control ; 

And hail afar, in regions blest, 
The sun-rise of the soul ! 


ei 
FAME. 


High on the crimson car of fame 
saw the victor ride, 

He came from far thro’ flood and flame, 
In all the pomp of pride ; 

And loud the war-trump pierc'd the skies, 
All hail the conq’ror comes, 

From every hill let shouts arise, 
And sound ye doubling drums. 


The crimson crown the cenq’ror wore, 
Wav’d o’er the warrior’s head ; 
-But his right arm was red with gore 
A hundred hearts had shed : 
A bundred hills in echoes rung 
O’er ocean’s sounding surge ; 
A hundred harps awoke and sung 
Of Enrope’s dreadful scourge. 


They sung the fame of him whose scroll 
A tide of tears had wet ; 

They sung the fame of him whose soul 

ad oft in murder met, 
_ And oft had spread dark midnight o’er 

The Nope widow’s mind, 

And wrote her grief with gushing gore, 
Dread vampire of mankind. 


Not so with him who wore the plume 
When fair Columbia bled ; 

The sun that set on Vernon’s tomb 
Smil’d on the mighty dead : 

The blood that dy’ Coluiabia’s land 
Was paid for liberty— 

The great, the good and glorious band, 
The western world set tree. 


The scroll of him who sleeps in earth, 
Gave liberty a name ; 

And virtue’s heroes then had birth, 
And virtuous valor fame— 

Gore gush’d thro’ many a hundred veins 
On that immortal morn ; 


Creat God! ’twas then were rent the chains 


Of millions yet unborn. 
Milford, Del. | 
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MILFORD BARD. 


THB CASKET. 39 


TO THE NOON. 
BY MRS. MUZZY. 
Bail, lovely orb! whose placid light 
THumes the lonely winter night, 
And shines on cot or dome ;__ 
Which makes the dazzling snow more white, 
And sends a faithful, steady light 
To guide the traveller home. 


Hail, lovely orb! whose beams serene 

Illume the summer-evening’s scene ; 
When friends together meet, 

Conversing by thy silver light, 

Each smiling face aa pl more bright, 
Each friendly word more sweet. 


Sweet orb! I love thy beams to see ; 
Look on the moon, and think of me, 
My friend has often said ; 
And now my friend is far away, 
Whene’er I see thy welcome ray, 
The mandate is obey’d. 
i 


LOVE. 
O Love ! what may thine emblem be ?— 
Thine is the Sibyl’s branch of gold 
Which gives us, even on earth to see 
Elysfum’s glittering gates unfold ; 
And thine the foot, of elfin power, 
Whose sight can make the spirit glow — 
Like the green ring that gems the moor 
An emerald in a waste of woe. 
Such art thou, when thy path is sweet, 
And leads o’er Hope’s delicious plain ; 
When yoathful hearts in music meet, 
As summer winds the warbling main : | 
Such is thy power, when thou dost come 
With wing of light and breath of flowers, 
And waken in thy votary’s name 
The lore that rang in Eden’s bowers. 
Bot, ah ! far darker powers are thine— 
___ To bid fond hearts in vain to glow, 
No rose to bloom, no ray to shine : 
And lay young Hope in ruin low ! 
O baffled Love ! thine are the hues 


That shroud in gioom the march of years; 


And, as the glow-worm lights the dews, 
Thou glimmerest on the dark heart’s tears. 
2 enti 
A HEALTH. 


I fill this to one made 
Of lovelitiese alone ; - 
A Liga of her gentle sex 
e see paragon : 

To whom the better elements 
And kindly stars have given, 
A form so fair, that like the air, 

Tis less of earth than heaven. 


Her every tone is music’s own, 

i ose of morning birds, 

And something more than melody 
Dwells ever in her words: 

The coinage of her heart are they, 
And from her lips each flows 

As one may see the burthened bee 
Forth issue fiom the rose. 


The freshness of young flowers ; 
And lovely passions, changing oft, 
So fill her, she appears 
The image of themselves, by turns, 
The ido] of past years! 


Of her bright face one glace will trace 
A picture on the brain, 
And of her voice in echoing hearts 
\A sound must long remain ; 
But memory such as mine of her 
So very much endears : 
When death is nigh, my latest sigh 
Will not be life’s but her’s. 


I fill’d this cup to one made up 
Of loveliness alone, 

A woman, of her gentle sex 
The seeming paragon— 

Her health ! and would on earth there stood 
Some more of such a frame, 

That life might be all poetry, 
And weariness a name. : 

———<-—— 
NATURE'S SCENES. 
When o’er the wide welkin the tempests are sweep- 


ing. 
And grim desolation sits thron’d in the air, 
When whirlwinds arouse e’en the rocks that are sleep- 


ing \ 
And from their firm bases the knotty oaks tear. 
When storms o’er the ocean in vengeance are roar- 


ing: 
And sink "neath their billows each vessel away, 
When death from the blast his fell arrows is pouring, 
Upon the poor mariner toss’d by the spray. 


When lightnings far o’er the horizon are playing 
And furrow the vault with their silvery lane 

When cloud against cloud in fierce 
To hurl the dread ruin, on earth, 


*Tis then, that I love to behold the commotion 
Of elements jarring, in fearful array, 

To view the dark storm as it sweeps o’er the ocean, 
And trace the effects of the tempest’s swift way— 


Or, in my light bark, mid the waves that are dash- 
ing. 
The frail little vessel, o’er each deep abyss, 


Toroll with the billow, when oars are not clashing 
Their sides in the ocean—no joy is like this— 


ht is assaying 
m the air. 


For grandeur presides in the tempest above me, 
And majesty holds in the whirlwind his car, 

The loud piercing blast, and the surges that move me, 
Than art’s feeble products are loltier far. 


wae Ee lightning’s swift bolt from the heaven is 


ng. 
And silvery streaks fash around the dark sky, 
When ruin the nations of earth is appalling, 
And og throughout heaves the deep swelling 
sigh— 


Then, then in the tempest with majesty riding, 
Sublimity sits on his mountain-piled throne, 
O’er the deep surging ocean, grandeur presiding, 
His towering front blazes wildly, alone. 
ORASMYN. 
—— 
CHARITY. 
Three lovely sisters, of one heavenly parent born, 
Religion brighten, and the church adorn— 
The eldest Faith, with revelation’s eyes, 
Thro’ reason’s shades the realms of bliss descries, 
Brings heaven in realizing prospect home, 
And antedates the happiness to come ! 
The second, Hope, with life bestowing smile, 
Lightens each woe, and softens human toil, 
Bidding the thought-dejected heart ascend 
Te that blest place where ev’ry care shall end. 
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The youngest, Charity—a seraph guest ! 
With clement goodness warms the social breast ; 
Her boundless view and comprehensive mind 
Sees and pa the weal of humankind : 
And taught to emulate the throne above, 
G creation in the bonds of love. 
Yet two ofthese, tho’ daughters of the sky, 
Boast short duration and are born to die ; 
For Faith shall end in vision, Hope in joy, 
While Charity, immortal and sublime, 
Shall mock the darts of death and wreck of time, 
When nature sinks, herself the prey of fire, 
And all the monuments of art expire— 
She shall emerge, triumphant, from the flame, 
The same her lustre and her worth the same ; 
Vonfess’d shall shine to saints and angels known, 
pprov’d, distinguish’d, near th’ eternal throne. 
PETRUS. 
—— 


REFLECTIONS — 
ON THE CLCSE OF THE YEAR. 


Departing, cheerless year, farewell! 
Thy beauties have all wither’d, and thy joys 
Have pass’d like visions, which dark woe destroys. 
Thy records, let us scan them, aye! they tell 
Another year has fled, and mine own life 
Is on its progress, to the silent grave. 
A little while, I'll watch this earthly strife 
eta man and man, and aye! *twixt man and 
ate 
And view them toss’d on fortune’s swelling wave, 
Laugh at each other’s woes, and murmur at their 
state. 


Farewell departing Year! 
The memory of by-past times crowd on me now. 
Oh! it is sweet to think on earthly days, 
When gay in youth, I from the mountain’s brow 
Greeted the rising sun, and watch’d his parting 
rays 
But all the joys of youth have pass’d away ; 
And thus from youth to age, does life progress, 
From age unto the grave—thence, who dare say 
we fears condemn him? what the hopes that 
bless. 


Beyond the grave! but one can know the change, 
And HE peas all that is just and wise. j 
Here we must pause—for if reflections range 
To the eterna! realms, beyond the skies, 
Vague hopes, dark fears, the human breast pervade ; 
Check’d 1s reflection, and we pause afraid. 


Hail coming Year ! mankind all bid thee hail, 

Yet know not why—soon thou wilt wither too— 
Doubtless thou bring’st storms that wil] assail 

The frail bark of existence, man will rue 
Thy coming, yet he hails it, for Hope says 
Perchance thou may’st bring to him brighter days. 


Deluded man! each year might aw pass 
If but contented, thou would’st yield to fate ; 
And as the sand flies swiftly thro’ the glass, 
Learn not to murmur at thy earthly state. 
Alas ! the task is hard—to the last bourn 
Man mourns forever, he was ‘‘ made to mourn.” 
SELIM. 


= ——— 


AN EXTRACT. 

Oh! ‘t's agony to see the eye 

Which once hath wept in sorrow for our sadness, 

Which told of constancy that could not die, | 

And beam’d upon us in its joy and gladness, 

With cold indifference pass us by , 

“Tis this which stings the feeling «oul to madness. | 
wt 
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THE CASKET. 


COMMODORE PERRY. 


The following stanzas were written in con- 
sequence of the resolution of Congress to or- 
der a vessel out to bring the remains of Com- 
modore Perry to his native land. ‘The remains 
arrived at Newport, R. I. and Monday the 
Ath of Dec. was the day appointed by the au- 
thorities of that town for the Funeral Solemni- 
ties to take place. 

From “ Lyric Poems,” by W. B. Tappan, 

Went he not out in proud array, 

Wreaths on his youthful brow? 
He went from fields of well-won fray, 

Forth to bid others bow ; 
He went as the devoted should, 
a ata merous call; 4 

y weep that for the Brave and good 
Is wove the funeral pall? . 


Ended the watchful warrior’s toil, 
His mightiest conflict o’er, 

Returns he now with glorious spoil, 
Unto his native shore; 

He comes—but not with song and shout, 
He comes and eyes are dim ; 

The muffled drum and fife ring out 
Their melancholy hymn. 


How loftily ran his career, 
Let vanquished veterans tell ; 

Briefly—we know by sorrow’s tear, 
*Tis whisper’d in that knell ; 

Yet for him, leader in the fight, 
Freshly survives a name; 

Upon his ’scutcheon falls the light 
Ot high and spotless fame. 


Hence! ye that baad 4 o’er blighted bloom, 
Wailing that youth should die ; 

Hence ! his is not the timeless tomb, 
Where hopes unbudded lie ; 

O, for the glorious death of them 
That live beyond our tears ! 

O, for the name—the unwasting gem, 
That mocks the touch of years ! 


THE FUSZLER. 


Ist. Why is a key like an infirmary. 

2d. Which side of a pitcher is the handle. 

3d. What is that which has its head at one 
end and its mouth at the other. 

4th. Why is a caterpiller like a woman 
churning. 

5th. Why is the letter O like the President 
of the United States. 

6th. Why is Christ Church steeple like Ire- 
land. 

7th. Supposing the alphabet. was invited 
out to dinner, why could they all not go. 











{ 

ENIGMA. 
Of Fancy born, by folly bred, 
From foreign countries hither led, 
My form and shape I often change, 
Am really nothing—yet ’tis strange, 
By all caress’d—by all admir’d, 
In wealth and poverty desir’d ; 
Of such variety I am made, 
That I’m the great support of trace ; 
And though brought up by wisdom’s foe, 
I much of wisdom in me show ; 
For by my fleeting, changing state, 
I make much money circulate. 


— THE CASKET. 
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“TI too have drank the rapturous stream 
Which flows through fancy’s airy bower, 

¥njoyed the soft enchanting dream 

' Of Rhyme, and felt its magic power.” 








LIFE. 


What is life ?—to view ’twould seem 
Just like a bubble on a stream, 
While sporting on its surface fair, 

Is broken by a breath of air. 


*Tis like a drop of morning dew, 
Some leaf expanding holds in view, 
When from a gentle touch ’tis found, 
A scattered tear upon the ground, 


Tis like the beam of yonder sun, 
Who heath his daily circuit run, 
He sheds his now retiring light - 
And bids adieu to welcome night. 


Sach is life—tho’ trail we deem 
It, as a bubble on the stream, 

As a drop of pearly dew, — 

A transient while exposed to view: 


Yet not like these we pass away, 
Nor leave a vestige still remain, 
But like the sun that gilds the day, 
We disappear to rise again. 
en 
SONG. 


When the evening dew on the flow’ret lies, 

And stars shine forth in the vaulted skies, 
When the night breeze murmurs thro’ the grove 
Like distant lutes, breathing notes of love ; 

IP’! come to thee, love, at that silent hour, 

And tarry for thee in thy summer bower, 

And there will I sing to thee love’s light lay, ° 
And woo thce, my deaf one, to haste away, 
With me away. 


ELLEN. 


‘ 


Oh! thon wilt not fear with me to brave, | 
The sighing wind, or the swelling wave, 
To hasten with me to a happy isle 

Where love’s bright flowers forever smile. . 
Merrily there o’er life’s sea we'll glide 

The happy youth, and his well lov’d bride ; 
No sorrow there, on our lots intrude, 

Or visit thee dearest, with storms tuo rude, 


For thee too rude. j 


Oh! Love delights in nights like these, 
So balmy and light is the summer breeze ; 
So brightly sails thro’ yon vale on high, 
The dazzling queen of the spangled sky; —s* 
Yes, yes, thou wilt came at the moon‘ight hour, 
~And meet thy love in that fairy bower, 
And there thou wilt greet him with ‘kiss and smile, 
And with him sail to his native isle, va 

His native isle, 

SELIM. 


ne a 9 
’ WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM, 
‘For me, oh World! no Chaplet weave, 
Thy frowns I fear not, and believe, 
Thy winter smiles, thy summer glow, © 
Deceptive as retiring snow, 


Then not for me thy chaplet weave, | 
For all thy pleasures but deceive. | . 


Let Beauty, with its eyes of fire, 
With maddening love the gay inspire ; 
Let War, in panoply array’d, 
Uasheath the chieftain’s ready blade ; 
Let Glory rear its plumed crest, 
And dazzle with its glittering vest ; : 


‘| Yet not for me thy chaplet weave, 


Thy smiles are false—thy hopes deceive. 


Let the cup of Pleasure teem 
With draughts fr6m fair Calypso’s stream ; 
Which shrouds the soul’s immortal frame, 
Beneath the brute’s degraded frame ; 
Tho’ fair the flow’rs that here entice, 
All, all too costly in the price ; 
Stch Chaplet, therefore, do not weave, 
The flowers decay—the draughts deceive. 


Nor weave for me Ambition’s wreath, 
It is the bloody meed of death ; 
Asp-like, foul murder nestles there, 
Entwined with grim folds of despair. 
And oh! weave not the wreath that binds 
The brows of sordid, selfish minds. 
Like these entwine no wreath for me, 
They show too much, Oh world of thee. 


Not the bright wreath of Riches twine, 
Dug from Golconda’s purest mine; 
Nor dazzling stones, that proudiy gem, 
An empire’s envied diadem. 
No—{wine for me the Christian’s crown, 
Be virtue still my best renown— 
And let the wreath that decks my brow ‘4 
From pure Religion’s branches grow. 


ed 


TO MY PET ROBIN. 


Is not the air as sweet to thee, 
As when thou breath’d it on a tree ? 
And is the food my care supplies 
Less grateful, than with eager eyes, 
That sought upon the dewy spray, 
The flutt’ring insect for thy prey. 
Art thou not conscious that thy cage 
Protects thee from the deadly rage 
Of ev’ry foe? and all day long 
Thou may’st indulge thy sweetest‘song ! _ 
The blighting storm, the wint’ry gloom, 
That robs the grove of ev’ry bloom 
Thou need’st not fear, for than art blest 
And living, but to be caress’d— 
Do those birds prize their liberty, 
That sadly on th’ leafless tree 
Forget to sing, as gazing round, 
O’er frozen streams and snowy ground, 
And shrinking from the blighting storm, ~ 

. They know not where, what hopes to form, 
Till spring returning smiles again, j 
And strews with flow’rs her joyful reign— 

- Summer and Autumn too unite, . 
To crown their presence with delight : 
Soon they must yield to winter’s wrath, 
Their bloom must wither on his path— 

- But here thou may’st enjoy them all, 
The op’ning spring, the fruitful fall: 
And fearless of stern winter’s rage, . 
Cherish’d and blest within thy cage, 
Still thou may’st sing thy sweetest lay, 
Unconscious of a winter's day. CORDELIA. 
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Mary! the hue, the azure hue, that gleam’d within 
thine eye : 

When first its charm of deepest blue, drew forth my 
ardent sigh, 

Has left those orbs and nov, instead, the saddest tint 


appears, 

And corn thy cheek the bloom has fled that deck’d 
its earlier yeurs. —— 

Cold sorrow’s hand has strew’d upon thy young and 
beauteous fom, 

Its withering blight, and far has flown each soft and 


rosy charm, ; 
And life with all its pleasures gay is unenjoyed by 
thee, ; 
For life has ceas’d to cast a ray of hope thy soul to 
tree. 


Affection’s soothing tongue is cold, and friends of 
former years : 
Lie fading in the silent mould, mourn’d only by thy 


tears ; 

Alone thy youthful pulses beat, alone thy quivering 
heart 

Sends forth unfelt its vital heat from where life’s 
turobbinges start. 


Yet, ney mourncr, yet for thee, may happiness be 

Yet may thy heart-felt agony, in cheering hope be 

The beuuseous tint «nd rosy hue, bedeck thy cheek 

And former joys | that from thee flew, rcsume their 
weicome reign. 


For life is but a chequer’d scene, of mingled féy and 

And flectag fast has ever been, man’s brightest hopes 

The Tes course of purity, has felt gaunt envy’s 

And forms like thine have clos’d the eye, unmourn’d 
iii silent death. oP as 


But genial bliss is found above, beyond the reach of 
Time, 

And the pure fount of fondest love, is springing in 
that clime ; 

Bright wreaths unfading bind the brow, and hush’d 
is ev’ry care, 

And happiness unfelt below, surrounds us only there. 


ORASMYN. 
EAS Cerne, 
LINES 


On viewing the Falls of Niagara. 

I saw the foam, I heard the white waves roar, 
Impetuous leaping from the cliffs on high ; 
And the rough rambling echoes frora the shore, 
Like thunder dying down the distant sky. 


How boil the waves in feath’ry foam below ! 
While the light spray uprises in the air ; 
And on its watery pillow rests the bow, 
A spirit hovering in its beauty, there. | 


I’ve heard the cannon, mid contending foes, 
Rolb its dread thunders o’er the briny deep ; 
While ocean’s billows into mountains rose, 
And lightaings played, and storms would concert 
keep ! | . 
And I have felt emotions in my soul; 
But what were they to these !—when wild dismay 
Rush’d o’cr my heart, with undenied control, 
-\nd like thy torrcat, swept all thought ns ! 
: JON A, 


ODE.—sY THE BOSTON BARD. 


When Freedom midst ‘the battle storm 
Her weary head-reclined: 

And round her tair majestic ferm, 
Oppression fain had twined ; 

Amidst the ¢.1—beneath the cloud, 
Great Washingion appeared ; 

With daring hand rolled back the shrcud, 
And thus the sufferer cheered ; 


Spurn, spurn despair! be great, be free ! 
With giant strength arise ; 

Stretch, stretch thy pinions Liberty, 
‘Thy flag plant in the shies ! 

Clothe, clothe thyself in glory’s robe, 
Let stars thy banner gem ; * 3 

Rule, rule the sea—possess the globe— 
Wear Victory’s diadem. 


Go tell the world, a world is born, 
Auother orb gives light ; 

Another sun illumes the morn, 
Another star the night ; 

Be just, be brave !—and let thy name 
Henceforth Columbia be ; 

Wear, wear the ouken wreath of fame, 
Tie wreath of Liberty ! 

He said—and lo, the stars of night 
Forth to her banner flew; — 

And morn with peucil dipt in light, 
The blushes on it drew ; 

Columbia’s chieftain seized the prize, 
All gloriously unfurled ; 

Soared with it to his native skies, 
And waved it o’er the world. 


——~-—__- 


THE LILY OF THE VALE. 
When nature, all in bloom array’d, 
A rich variety display’d, 
Our senses to regale, 
One little flower did all excel; 
Soon as I spied, I loved it weil, 
The lily of the vale. 
"Twas clad in loveliest, whitest hue, 
Its scent was far the sweetest too, 
Borne on the gentle gale; . 
*T was hid beneath the neighbouring flowera, 
And tho’ conceal’d, display’d its powers, 
Sweet lily of the vale. 
The rose may boast her glowing red, 
The towering sun-tiower rear his head, 
Their charms can ne’er prevail ; 
Since soft, retiring from the view 
I saw thee first in loveliest hue, 
My lily of the vale. PRIVADO. 
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RELIANCE ON GOD. 


* J will trust in Him, tho’ he slay me.’ 
. [HoLy Writ. ° 


I love the man, who well can bear 
Misfortune’s angry frown ; 

J love the heart that spurns despair 
When all its friends have flown. 


I love the soul so sternly proud | 
That misery cannot blizht ; 
_ The soul that scorns the jeering crowd, 
And bravely claims its right. 


I prize that fortitude of mind — 
The tyrant cannot shake ; 

I prize that strength of soul, refined, 
No earthly power can break. 

} love the man who scorns to bend 

* Beneath aftliction’s blast ; 

Who trusts in an Almighty friend 
For his reward at last. BOSTON BARD. 
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A TRAVELLER 
FERISHING IN A SNOW-STORM. . 


And echo in ber airy ocll, 

' Struck each note on her silver shell, 
And mock’d the sweetly. warbling wire 
Like sighs that sweep the Zolean lyre. 
O how, I cried, héw sweet to be 
The mistress of snch minstrelay. 

I listen’d—all was still and lone, 
The lucid lake in silence shone, 
Save distant sounds that o’er and o'er 
Came mingled with the ocean’s roar. 
Far, far the little bark now bore 
The lovely lady from the shore. 
Just on the verge of space her sail 
J saw still fluttering in the gale. 
How like I cried the bouudless sca, 
The great lake of eternity, 
When souls embark forevermore, 
And gaze on life’s receding shore. 
That hour is still to memory dear, 
When from the shore 
In the ocean’s roar, 
She paddJed a béauteous Gon‘olier. 
MILFURD BARD. 


Appalling winter how unbounded reigns, 
Commands the season, and his rage maintains,. 
O’er storms terrific, that with tury spread, 
Sinks the lone wand’rer with the ‘silent dead.” 
When far from home, and no assistance near, 
And not a sound assails his tortur’d ear, 

Save the loud howling, and the ceaseless sighs 
Of the rude wind, that unrelentless flies 
Surcharged with hail arid snow, and all around 
The dritted columns rise, and closely bound 
In icy fetters, ev’ry stream is lost, 

And buried deep in snow, and the hoar frost, 
On ev’ry object with fantastic pow’r, 

Some image forms ; ’tis there a crystal bow’r, 
Then wreaths, and flow’rs, of ev’ry form appear, 
The cottage rises, and the palace there 
Defiance frewns ; meuntains on mountains rest, 
And ev’ry pow’r of fancy is exprest 

With added grandenr—but he heeds it not— 
Chill’d and opprest, he mourns his hapless lot : 
At ev’ry step uncertain where to tread, 


He sinks at last—and_ quickly o’er him spread 


The gath’ring snows—nd hope, and lite, expires ; 


And ev’ry want his suff’ring life requires 


i 
THE SUICIDE. 
The purple of beauty had faded, 


Is buried with him in that formless grave, 
That frozen shroud relentiess Sane gave. The a of gladness had fled, 
CORDELIA. The wiles of deception had shaded 
: The bosom that sorrow had bled— 
~ Life’s pulscs were rapidly flowing 
To the bourne where the virtuous hia, 
And tke soul of that damsel was glowing 
With a passion that never can die— 


THE FAIR GONDOLIER. 


*T was evening, in a shady grove, 
When first I neard the harp of love, 
The sun behind the hills had rol.d She stood on a hizh cliff and trembled, 
Thro’ one wide flood of flaming gold. | ABshe gazed onthe darkness below, 
And o’er the mountain monarch’s throne, Her bosom had never dissembled, 

‘She moon in silver shadows shone, But was bleeding at treachery’s blaw— 
And on she tripp’d thro’ heav’ns hall, Her white lids she fervently presses 

Like bridal beauty at a ball. Upon her blue beautiful eyes, 

Her glances danc’d upon the deep, The name ot her lover she blesses, 


Like smiles upon an intant’s sleep, Then raiseth her hands to the skies ! 
And play’d upon the flowery peak, 


Like viushes o’er a lady’s cheek, 
And o’er the silver surface far 

Shone the bright shooting of a star. 
A lovely lady thro’ the brake 

1 saw beside the lucid lake, 

She stuod and gaz‘d upon her shade 
Beneath the dark blue deep displayed, 
And oft she streteh’d her ivory arin, 
‘To grusp the tall ideal form. 
*Upou her cheek the rich red gush ~ ee ae 
Mad from her heart convey’d a blush. 

A holy light dwelt on jicr race, 

Warm from the pencil pure of grace. 

Her clust’ring curls in ringlets rol?d 

On her whit" breast like grapes of gold. 
Her azure eyes with soitness stione 

Jake stars that stud the heav’nly throne. 
Where’er her silver sandals trod 

Red roses sprang and graced the sod. 
Where’er she turned her eyes around, 
Rich ripening peaches preys'd the ground, 
And bending brauches at command, 

Of clust’ring plums would kiss her hand. - 
She launchd her bark—with long light oar 
She paddled trom the tlow’ry shore, 

Aod as her bark bent to the wind, 

It left no track or trace bebind. 

Ah thus, she cried, man finds a grave 

Nor leaves one trace of life’s dark wave, 
Now far receded from the land, 

She smil’d and waved her little hand, - 
And struck the harp—the ling'ring day 
Rung round the rucks and died away 


6 Forgive him! forgive him, great Maker 
Of heaven, of earth, and of sea, 

And mayest thou never forsake her 
Who dares to eternity flee!” 

She plunged ’mid the dark swelling waters, 
One wild sob announcing her doom, 

And the fairest of Valleyville’s davehters 
Has the deep ’wheblning wave for atomh! 

‘FREDERICK. 


THOUGHTS ON THE RISING MCON. 


How brightin yen ceralean Heeven, 
Appears the silver lamp of night, 
Just rising from the clouds of even, 
- It breaks upon my raptur’d sight. 
But brighter, lov’licr is the maid, 
In virtue’s spotless garb array’d. 


Rweet is the hosom of von vale, 

Enrich’d by many a shady crove, 

Soft floats sweet music on the gale, 

And soft the voice of new-born Love ; 
But softer, sweeter, is the tears 
Which rob affliction of her fears. 


* Richer than the rainbow’s hue, 
That bends across the blue arch’d heav'n, 
Purer than the falling dew, | 
That veils the beanteous morn of F.ven, 
‘ Is that swect tear from beauty’s eye, 
Which falls for sensibility - 
ERNESTINY. 


/ 
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THE MARTYR—a Fra@Ment. 


They came with would-be gravity—and led 

A helpless being guarded ail around ; | 

And then they bar’d unto the sun, his head, 

And bound him fierce and tightly fo the ground— 
No groan escap’d him—not a word or sound, 

Save asoft sigh his heaving breast upsent ; 

He was all calmness—and tho’ tightly bound, 

His hands he wrung not, nor his grey hairs rent, 
But with devoted look, to Heaven a pray’r he sent. 


High was the pile around him—=still he sate 

Serene and | prabgerion angry glance gave he— 

Fierce gaz’d the monks—yet he, sublimely great, 

Look’d to the moment when he should be free 

From earthly toils, and earthly vanity, | 

Without a sigh—he pitied those who burn’d 

With inward. rage; and his sincerity 

With hatred direful, inhuman spurn’d, 

*And aust their vengeful eyes, in menace to him 
turn’d. 


«¢ Wilt thou recant ?”’ cried one with eye of fire, 

‘¢ Wilt thou throw off thy vile religion—seek 
From the blest virgin a more pure attire 

Than thine own curs’d habiliments ?”” his cheek 
Nor blaneh’d, nor flush’d—nor essay’d he to speak ; 
But his wan eye was lighted with a ray 

Divinely given ; yet twas humble—meek— 

Now it was upward turn’d, as if to say 

This is on earth my last, but yet most glorious day ! 


They look’d with wonder !—but a moment gaz’d— 

For now the torch was lighted, and the pile 

By the breeze puffed, up toward Heaven blaz’d, 

Yet he, the suff’rer, calmly sat the while, 

And o’er his face there beam’d a blissful smile. 

Now stretching forth his arms, he ardent criedy 

‘¢ Forgive them, Father; let them not revile 

Thy name ugain ; but ope conviction’s tide” — 

Then with a deep drawn sigh, the humble Martyr 
died. CIREX. 


—— 
THERE IS A LAND. 


There is a land from earth afar, 
Tis the great promise’ given, 

Like hope’s eternal bright’ning star, 
That gilds the arch of heaven— 

"Tis where eternal day doth shine, 

And youth’s renewing bloom 

Goes hand in hand with opening time, 
Nor dreads the dark drear tomb ; 

*Tis where the smiles of sainted souls 
Beam from celestial eyes, 

’Tis where the voice of Deity rolls, 
Eternal in the skies— 

Around whose throne, eternal light 
Forever beams a ray, 

Ne sable curtain of the night 
Shuts out celestial day— 

Seek this land, ye exiles, now 
The promis’d hope is given, 

Faith will smooth the wrinkled brow, 
And poiat your souls to heaven. SYLVAN, 


—_——— 
. TO A MOLE. 


Oh! thou who speed’st thy dark and dreary way, 

Where nought but night and desolation reigns, 

Tell me, where hast thou heen ? in what recess 

Of earth’s dark bosom, hast thou made thy bed, 

Which human eye or thought hath never scann’d ? 

eel thou but speak, my heart would shrink to 
ear 

Thy tale of many wanderings ; even now, 

Whilst thus I hold thee captive in my hand, 
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And press thy downy fur, like velvet soft, 

I dread to think, that thou perchance hast been 
A tenant of the lone and silent grave, 
And rioted amidst corruption there ! 

The buried beauty, which some son of man 

In life’s gay hour, Fath languished for in vain, 
The lip that he so often sighed to press, . 
Has been thy banquet-—the lover and the friend, 
Forsook and left her to the worm and thee ! 
And hast thou made thy evicurean feast, 
Where wealth, where youih and beauty be entombed, 
And plough’d thy path amid the silent dead ? 
Thou hated thing! begone !—yet, 

Wherefore hate thee ? ; 
He who made the stars, and hung yon blazing orb, 
Hath framed thee too—He never made in vain !— 
Oh, could’st thou speak how men would throng to 

hear. 
Thy tale of wanderings ; thou perchance could’st tell, 
Where the bright diamond hides its orient head, 
Deep, deep, within the bowels of the earth, 
And show the worldling where to find the dust 
For which he barters an immortal soul ! 
Thou subterranean traveller, go thy way— 
A few short years, and all that live shall come 
And seek their lone and narrow house with thee ! 
IMOGEN. 


oo ——————————_ 
THE PUZZLER. 


1. Two-fifths of the prophet of whom we are told, 
Led Israel the chosen from Egypt of old : 

A coin of small value, then take if you please, 
And from it the two leading letters erase : 
Two-thirds of a colour, transiucid and clear ; 
Two-thirds of a nectar by Briton’s held dear : 
These all when combined together do stand 

For a city—controlled by old England. 


2. My first has set a nation free, 
My second’s us’d in cookery ; 
Tis for my first my all was made ; 
Now guess my name—enough is said. 





3. My first is an element lucid and clear, 

My second by Frenchmen is held very dear ; 

My whole is a flower of fragrance so sweet, 

That you'll ne’er be offended when with it/you meet. 


4. My first’s a vegetable good, ye 
As you will soon descry ; 
My next aecused Peter, 
Vhen he did his Lord deny. 
My total is a handsome bird, 
Most richly adorn’d ; 
The prettiest of the feather’d tribe, 
But for its note is scorn’d, 


5. On the ocean I do lay, 

Tho’ I never yet have griev’d ; 
In the moon I take my stay, 

By each eye I am perceived. 


6. Two-thirds of a pit, and a vast heavy weight 
Will give you a city in New Jersey State.. 
-~7. My first is on the rein-deer’s head, 
My second is a measure, 
My total is a fav’rite dance, . 
n which some take great pleasure. 





ANSWERS FOR THE PUZZLES IN NO. F. 


1. It is full of winds. 2. Outside. 3. A 
River. 4. It makes the Butter-fly. 5. First 
in Office. 6. It has a Bell-fast in it. 7. Some 
could not go till after T. 

Fasuton, is the solution of the Enigma. 
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‘ No. XIl. 
Botanic Name ) BERBERIS VULGARIS, 
Englieh Name Common Barberry. 
French Name ) Epine-Vinette Commune. 

The Barberry is a shrub, am old tenant of the 
wardens, and producing clusters of fine acid berries, 
that are very palatable, and used for tarts and pre- 
serves along with currants and goose berries; a 
native like them, of the cold hills and mountains of 
America and Europe, it thrives but in the North, 
and seldom bears perfect fruit in the South. Berbe- 
ris is an ancient Latin name. It is the type of a 
natural order, the Berberides. In the Linnzan sys- 
tem dt belongs to Hexandria. 

Two singularities of this shrub deserve notice.— 
The Stamina are irritable, and have an elastic mo- 
tion when touched at the period of full bloom. It is 
asserted that this shrub, or its shade, is injurious to 
wheat and many other plants. It may be owing to 
that kind of vegetable antipathy arising from the same 
nourishment being required by the different plants. 

The stem is thorny ; the leaves are clustered or 
fasciculate, obovate, toothed, obtuse, shining. The 
flowers are yellow in nodding racemes, they have 
six petals and six Stamina. The berries are oblong, 
and red. The American shrub is a variety, called 
Berberry Canadensis, or Canada Berberry, differ- 
thg only by shorter leaves and smaller berries. 

It appears that it may become a proper emblem of 
ANTIPATHY and IRRITABLE TEMPER. 

—— ee 
_ FLOWER POTS FOR ROOMS. 

Fill a pot with coarse moss of any kind, in the 
same manner as it would be filled with earth, and 
place a cutting or seed in this moss. Jt succeeds ad- | 
mirably, with plants destined to ornament a drawing 
room. In such a situation, plants eee in moss, 
thrive better than if they were in garden mould, and 
aa the very ag advantage of not causing dirt 

the earth was ing out of them when watered.— | 

or transportation, plants rooted in moss are better 
adapted, on account of their lightness. The explan- 
ation of the practice seems to be this: moss ram- 
med into a pot, and subjected to continual waterings, 
is soon brought into a state of decomposition, when 
it beoomes a pure vegetable mould, and is the most 
roper of all materials for the growth of almost all 
inds of plants. The moss would also not contain 
more moisture than the quantity best adapted to the 
absorbent powers of the root—a condition which 
can scarcely be obtained with any certainty by the 























Music’s fair sister— for behold in each, 
Are nameless graces which no methods teach, 
And which a master's hand alone can reach. 





THE BOSTON BARD. 


I knew him when ja happier hours, 
He strung the Lydian lyre, 

Amid the groves and golden bow’rs, 
With pure poetic fire. 


Dear were the days of Coffin then, 
Soon doom’d, alas! toend;) 
Whea from the haunts of heartless men, 

He wander’d with his friend. 


Where Schuylkill rolls its winding wave, 
At evening’s silent reign, 

Oft have I heard him bless the braye, 
In music’s magic strain. 


Then, say, shall this sweet son of song, 
On sorrow’s bosom die ? 

Has feeling fled the world’s gay throng, 
And wip’d her weeping eye ? 


Forbid! beholding heav’n replies, 
While fancy feels—admires ;. 
Forbid! the guardian angel cries, 

While freedom, friendship fires. 


Pale, pestilential sickness, now, 
Preys on that face divine ;— 

But ne’er can triumph o’er that brow, 
Which wreaths of roses twine. 


His sun of genius soon must low’r, 
On earth no more to rise ; 

Oh! may it gild his evening hour, 
Beneath unclouded skies. 


MILFORD BARD. 


i 
TU A LEAFLESS TREE. 


Late wast thou green in all thy summer pride, 


Now where are all thy glories—where ? 


Wither’d, alas! around thee far and wide, 
Or fluttering feebly in the wintry air. : 


Aye, thou hast withered! so man’s joys will die— 
Now green in youth—now some unruly blast 

Will scathe and crush—-now age will onward fly, 
Then age like sorrow will forever last! _ 


use of earth. 
——_ 


*C FAINR HEART NEVER WON A FAIR LADY.” 


This proverb is an incentive to constancy: 
and resolution in an honorable undertaking, 
having a more extensive meaning than the 
one expressed. It intimates the injuriousness 
of being low spirited and despairing; as de- 
jection of mind will in all probability, prevent 
success, as it enervates or enfeebles the 
whole energy of man. Irresolution unfits 
us to meet difficulties; but courage con- 
ride those which at first appear insurmount- 
able, es 


So my young hopes—now thrown into the sky— 
Thais branches spreading, and their foliage bright, 
Misfortune howl’d—and dead around they lie, 
-And I am strip’d—dark in eternal night ! 


Ah, my poor heart is cold—and chill--and wan, 
And ake I deem’d so faithful—fond and trne, 

Who smil’d—but now, alas! her smile is gone 
And dark deceit arises to my view. ONA. 
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The bleak winds of winter come sweeping around, 
The rivers are bound in his chains j 
The naked boughs rock to the tempest’s hoarse sound, 
' And heavy drops freeze as it rains. 


Then let us draw near to our home-cheerful blaze, 
And reflect while thus warm and secure, 
That thousands are wretched whole nights and whole 


wet bi 
With the hunger and cold they endure. 


Then come, let us praise that dear Being above, 
Who grants us those blessings we share ; 

For all we enjey are the fruits of his love, 
And his mercy beams every where. 


Tho’ the needy, afflicted move under his eye, 
He still is their father and guide, 
_ And for those who will firm on his mercy rely, 
He will blessings hereafter provide. 
ELLEN. 


t 


——— 
BATTLE. 


on , .* Arms on armour, 
lacking, bray'd horrible diseord; and the madding 
wheels 


Of brazen fury rag’d.”— Milton. 


‘What sounds are those that strike the astounded ear, 


And startle from the eye the pitying tear 
What glare is that which meets the dazzled sight 
And like a meteor throws around its light? 
*Tis battle’s horrid din, its dread alarms, 
*Tis nations joining with impetuous arms— 
Conflicting armies range around the field, 
Each tries to conquer, and each dreads to yield ; 
War's hungry demon hovers in the air, 
Like Goules exulting o’er their hellish fare ; 
_And, fiend-like watches close the bloody fray, 
His ravenous maw expectant ofits prey. 
Thick clouds of smoke ascend through heaven's blue 


arch, 
Peat: diy ey Screed Ride the. measored 


m 

Of distant troops advancing to the fight, 

To share their glory, or to aid their flight. 

But hark ! still louder groans the cannon’s roar, 
The shocks tremendous echo from the shore, 
Each horseman spurs his gallant charger on, 

His polished sabre glitterifig in the sun, 

Till ‘neath a mortal blow he bites the ground, 
His life blood issuing from the deadly wound. 

O glorious end ! how blest it is to die, 

When falling in the holy cause of Liberty ; 

His fleeting soul disdains a tyrant’s power, 

And quits the earth its kindred skies to soar, 
Around his head a halo sheds its ray, 

arian as the noon beams of the orb of day. 

With rapid strides a hero treads the plain, 

And fights his way o’er lofty heaps of slain, 

Foes fall on foes, beneath his crimson’d blade, 
Streamlets of blood flow silent down the glade, 
Till like the far-famed Theban, compass’d round, 
He lies, a mighty ruin on the ground. 

Their chigftain slain, behold the exhausted 
Spent with fatigue, and all their valour droop, 
Disorder makes their lives an easy prey, 
Through their thinned ranks a host now cuts its way, 
And hostile triumph soon decides the day. ‘ 


3 


No tomb-stone marks the spot where freemen bled, - 


O’er that dread field no pillar rears its head, 

Save one alone, which proudly towering high, 

Casts its long shade upon the evening sky, 

A monument inglorious of the victory. 
ORASMYN. 


THB CASKET, 


AFFECTION. 
HER SMILE AND HER THAR. 


O what is so beautiful half to behold, 
As the smile which Affection bestows ; 

It is sweeter than incense, and brighter than gold, 
And as soft as the breath of x rose. 


O it sheds round the heart, in its happiest hour, 
A halo of rapture and love ! 

And divinely it glows ’neath the magical power, 
As a gem ’neath the light from above! 


If so witching her smile, what must be her tear ? 
Deep, deep in her heart doth it flow ! 

It is doubly sacred, and doubly dear, 
Being shed in the hour of woe. 


Both, both are most exquisite! blest is the smile 
Which beams in the season of gladness ; 

And blest is the tear which can sorrow beguile, 
Or soften one moment of sadness. 


ep 
A DREAM OF HEAVEN. . 


I elumber’d not on downy bed, 
Or’neath pavillion gay and bright, 
But pillow’d was my meaty head 
Upon the velvet turf, and light 
The summer zephyrs sportive play’d 
Around my couch, by nature made, - 
Calm was that sleep for life was young, 
And hope enchantingly then sung : 
No cloud of sorrow din’ the ray, 
For youthful hearts are ever gay. 
I had a vision, it was blight, 
The dreams of youth, are ever bright, 
That vision! ah it fled too soon 
Like the diamond beams of an infant moon ; 
Like the meteor gleam of hope it fled— 
How calm was my soul, when around my bed 
Of verdure it hover’d so brjght and fair, 
‘How sad when it melted in balmy air. 
Each shadow of sleep in memory dwells, 
Or joy or woe to the heart it tells, 
And that dream of Heaven will long remain 
On that record of bliss, as it is of pain. 
In that bright vision, first upon my view 
Arose a being beautiful and fair ; 
His eyes of beaming innocence, were blue, 
In graceful ringlets flow’d his golden hain, 
Radiant his wings and on his sacred brow 
The brilliant halo of Eternal love, 
Shone with resplendent light ; low did I bow, 
I knew he came from those bright realms above. 
Where dwells the Deity: and thus he spake . 
With voice far sweeter than a summer lute ; 
Even the breeze did not the stillness break— 
Silent I listen’d—reverence is mute. ‘ 


Thus spake the Angel, ‘‘ Mortal with me fly, 

To regions far beyond the sky ; 

There enjoying lasting bliss 

Sigh not for a world like this.” 

And then methought his hand in mine entwin’d, 

And on light pinions, swifter thun the wind, 

In air we rose ; calm and serene my soul 

Possess’d no earthly feelings, and I gaz’d 

E’en as the eagle on the sun, which blag’d 

In summer strength ; 1 was in Heaven’s eontroul ; 

Earth was beneath us, and it seem’d, 
Dark, insignificant, no longer fair ; 

Swift to the glories which above us beam’d, 
Joyous we still pursu’d our coarse in air. 


Soon we approach’d the everlasting gate, 
On whichI gaz’d with wonder and delight ; 
Here then, I thought, we enter to that state, 
Where blies is lasting, as’tis pure and bright. 
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“Then eaid the Angel, ' open wide, 

Ye everlasting portals, for I bring 
Another to these realms of joy and love, 

To join the spirits who delight to sing 
‘The praise of him who governs here above.” 


Then did the golden portals open wide ; 
Heaven I saw in all its glorious pride ; 
Rich odours mingled in the gentle air ; 


Music’s soft numbers swell’d and silv’ry strains, 


Were sung by “ Angels ever bright and fair,” 
To him who there ador’d eternal reigns. ; 


Then I beheld the everlasting throne 
Adorn’d with jewels far more bright 
Than those which gem the robe of night ; 

I knelt before the HIGH AND MIGHTY ONE, 
Ador’d in silence, and in silence lov’d ; 


Towards me then the bright wing’d choir mov’d ; 


Enchanted on their silver notes I hung, 
While thus in sweetest harmony they sung: 


THE HYMN. 


‘* Before thy throne enternal King ! 
We bend in holy love ; 
With reverence thy praises sing, 
United here above. . 
In majesty supreme alone, 
Thou guid’st our heavenly way, 
While hov’ring round thy sacred throne 
We own thy mighty sway.” . 


Then onward mov’d the angel throng 

Still chaunting the adoring song ; 

The golden harp, a seraph rung, 

The hallelujah loud was sung ; 

And every celestial grove 

Echo’d the strains of joy and love. 

I follow’d and delighted gaz’d, 

I listen’d, wonder’d, bow’d and prais’d. 

Around me flowers bloom’d—thetr bloom, 
Fades not like those of earth ; 

Their odours the light breeze perfume, 
Which fans them from their birth. 


The vision fled—my slumber broke, 
In admiration, I awoke. . 
I gaz’d around me—earth was green, 

And flowers were blooming fair and bright ; 
I could not smile, for I had seen 

In slumber, things of heavenly light. 
Again I slumber’d—but that dream, 

Around my pillow did net play ; 
It vanish’d like the meteor’s gleam, 

Bat ne’er from memory can stray. 

SELIM. 
a en 


TO CAROLINE. 


Pve seen the beauteous flowret rear, 
In pride its fragrant head, 

While o’er its leaves the morning tear 
Its glittering lustre shed. 


And while I viewed the twinkling graee 
In crystal beauty clad, 

I thought like this the fairest face, 
E’en beauty, may look sad. 


Perchance, sweet Girl, like this lone-flower, 
The tear hath wet thy cheek ; 

Hath fell to cloud the joyous hour, 
Some latent woe to speak. 


i hope not—forI trust that peace, 
Will round thy moments shine ; 
And when thy terrene days shall cease, 
May Heavenly joys be thine. ELLEN. 





TO A WHALE. 


Thou mighty wanderer of the trackless deep~ 

I love te mark thy wild, impetuous course ; 
Whether the waters ca'mly round thee sleep, 
Or vent their anger in dread moanings hoarse 
And rise as barriers to thy furious force— 
Which thou in scorn loud lashest with thy tail, 
As if to drive the ocean to its source, 

Which from the stroke retreating loud doth wail 
And trembles at its mighty monarch’s rude assail. 


Thou ridest in deur—what is man to thee ? 
When his proud vessels fly from thee in fear ; 
Yea, with all speed, far, tar away do flee, 
To hide behind the ocean mountains’ rear— 
But thou assailst not causeless—the sharp spear 
He hurls to madness goads thee on, a 
Oh I can look thy rightfal wrath severe ; . 
Thou sportest with freedom—He by avarice drawn 
Dares brave thy fury—meets it—and his pride is 
gone. . CONA: 
—_——— —— 
- TO MY QUILL. 


Companion of each lonely hour, 
Through every change, I love thee still ; 
Tis thine to soothe aftiliction’s power, 
; My slender quill. 


Whene’er my heart’s with foe oppress’ 
*Tis then thy jetty tears distil ; . 
Thou calm’st the tumults of my breast, 
My dearest quill. 


Thou slender, dear, bewitching thing, 
Tho’ thou no charms to others shew, 
Yet I the pleasures thou dost bring, 
Can ne’er forego. 


There’s not a friend I yet have known, 
In whom like thee, I can confide ; , 
The secrets that to thee are shewn, 
' None know beside. 


Through the remainder of my days, 
With joys my vacant moments fill ; 
And may we both in virtue’s ways, 
Be guided still. 


When. in my service thon art grown old, 
And I have ceased thy guide to be 
Then may some partial friend behol 


My love for thee. 
; PRIVADO. 
a . 
SONG. 


The following beautiful Song is from the Novel entitled 
“ Felix Alvarez.” sai 
Toll not the bell of death forme, | 
| When I am dead : 7S 
Strew not the flow’ry wreath o’er me, 
On my cold bed. 
Let friendship’s sacred tear 
On my fresh grave appear, 
Pee with pearls my bier— 
hen I am dead. 
No dazzling proud array 
Of pageantry display, 
My fate to spread : 
Let not the busy crowd be near, 
When I am dead ; 
penne with unfclt sighs my bier, 
ighs-quickly sped. 
Deep let the impression rest 
On some fond female breast ; 
en were my memory blest 
When I am dead. 
Let not the day be writ ; 
Love will remember it, 
Untold—unsaid. 


1 ee ee 
/ 
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TO A FEMALE FRIEND. 


In the life of the indefatigable traveller, Mungo 
Park, it is asserted that he once became so exhaust- 
€d on the burning Desert, that he sank on the sand, 
and abandoned himself to despair ; however, glanc- 
ing his eye around to take a jast survey of the hea- 
vens and the trackless plain, he saw near him a small 
tuft of grass, fresh, and of diverse and beautiful hues! 
This pleasing sight restored his fortitude, and he 
proceeded on his toilsome journey over the vast and 
scorching Desert. 


As joy’d the fainting heart of Park, 
*Neath Afric’s scorching sky, 

When hope had fled life’s fragile bark, 
And down he sank todie;  . 

As joyed his heart, when to his view 
The bright green tuft appeared, 

‘And bade the life-blood flow anew, 
Through channels shrunk and seared ; 


So thou, dear girl, te me arose, 
Amid this scene of wo: 

Forth from my heart the warm tide flows, 
And melts surrounding snow ; 

Like Park, my fortitude bad fled, 
Like him I hope resigned ; 

On the world’s waste I laid my head, 
Nor cast a look behind. 


But thou, sweet flow’ret, fresh and bright, 
Bent o’er my desert breast, 
All pure and lovely as the light 
Of bliss among the blest! 
The fragrance of thy virtues gave 
New ardour to my soul; 
I fled the confines of the grave, 
And spurn’d despair’s gontroul. 


Ol, woman! wretched is the heart, 
To which, in sorrow’s night, 

Thy sunshine can no warmth impart, 
Afford no ray of light. 

Thank heaven ! h2 lives not, could not live, 
So plung’d in wo as this, 

To whom new life thou could’st not give, 
And add to earthly bliss. 

BOSTON BARD. 


eae See 
MY NATIVE VALE. 


Dear is the vale that gave me birth, 
"The sweetest spot of all the earth ; 
And dear the verdant flowery lawn, 
Where first I hailed life’s cheerful dawn : 
And dear the little playful group 
That gambol’d o’er the verdant slope ; 
But dearer far that tender breast 
That sooth’d my infant cares to rest 

- And he, dear guardian of our youth, 
Who songht to guide, in paths of truth, 
The little yet untainted group 
His present joy, his future hope. 


Remembrance to my fancy brings 

‘A thousand soft, endearing things. 

Ah! what a sad reverse I find, 
Oppressed with wounds and none to bind 
And that dear cot, where once I proved 
The joys to love, and be beloved, 
Around that cheerful hearth, I see 

No face that beams a smile on me, 

No sympathisibg voice I hear; 

I feel no kindred bosom near ; 

I mark the sweet-briar blooms as fair, 
As sweet the rose bush scents the air 5 
The willow bents as graceful by, | 

The poplars rear their heads on high ; 


The little stream as smoothly flows, 

Fring’d by the butter-cup and rose ; 

The birds as sweet, renew their strain, 

And flocks and herbs still graze the plain ; 

The tinkling bell, the closing day, 

And the bright sun’s last parting ray, 

Beaming askance the windows fair, 

Remind of joys I’ve witnessed there :— 

But parting sun, with radiance bright, 

Nor tinkliug bell, at coming night, 

Nor flocks, nor herbs, that calmly graze, 

Nor sweetest bird’s melodious lays, 

Nor little streamlet, smooth and clear, 

Whose margin, deck’d with flowers appetr, 

Nor pensive willows, bending shade, 

Nor poplar’s tall aspiring head, 

Nor fragrant rose, nor sweet-briar fair, 

Can soothe a heart oppress’d with care, © 

Tho’ all looks beautiful and fair, 

The hand who reared them is not there. 
EVELINA. 


— oo 
WHAT IS LOVE LIKE? 


What are those feelings to us given, 

That do so much partake of Heaven ; 

That come like music from the spheres, . 
Which floats, then sinks upon the ears 

Or like the whispering zephyr’s gale, = ' 
When dying in the silent vale? 

Soft comes this passion on the soul, 
Which nought on earth can e’er control ; 
"Tis like those dreams to angels given, 
And wafts the soul en wings to Heav’n. 
Tis like the silver beams that sleep, 

Upon the dark, and rolling deep, 

"Tis like the vessel’s silent glide, 

Upon the water’s moonlight tide ; 

nis like the murm’ring of the wave, 

It speaks—yet silent as the grave ; 

"Tis true as Sol who tracks the Heav’s, 
As pure as dew which falls at even ; 

‘Tis warm as Etna’s burning breast, 

‘Tis soft as innocence’s rest— 
Tis firm on earth, as fix’d in Heav’n, 

"Tis paradise to woman given. 
ERNESTINE. 


et pe 


LINES. 
Wheri Spring upon the ocean wave, 
Her smile of beauty throws, 
The perils of the storm to brave, 
Again Eugenio goes. 


Affection’s tear the eye shall dim, 
When he is far away ; 

And oft maternal sighs to bim 
In lonely hours shall stray ; 


And Love in sorrow come, when all. 
Around unconscious sleep; 

When night shall shade the latticed hall, 
Where Beauty wakes to weep— 


When thought to friendship’s eye shall bring 
Forms scatter’d far and wide, 

She’ll follow then on fancy’s wing, 
His pathway o’er the tide. 


But yet perchance in other climes, 
That reétless spirit there, 
“sy lose the dream of other times, / 
eplete with gloom and care. 


The lip of scorn that now must meet 
The idle gazer’s eye, 

May wear a softer.smile to greet 
The stranger passing by. 


THE CASKET. 


Yet still methinks, if fairer fowers 
Rise on a foreign strand, ~ 

He’ll not forgel (at least) the bowers 
That gild his native land— 


And then should warmer hearts to share 

His pains or pleasures come, 

He’ll think of those while musing there, 
That hallow’d once his Home. 


_ Away! may ne’er a rader gale 
Around Eugenio rise, | 
Than the soft breath which comes to hail 
The star of evening skies. 
os may hope with gentle beams, 
be clouds of care itlume, 
Like morning’s earliest ‘smile which gleams 
_ On ocean’s starless gloom. 
Princeton, 1827. SYLVIA. 
——— 


A Savage mects a white man,on the destruction of whom 
he is unconquerably intent.—Previous to which he is 
supposed to have spoken the following :— 


‘T have thee, now,” the Savage cried, ‘ yet ‘fore 
I glut my weapon in thy cursed blood, 
Which breathes contagion—aye at ev’ry pore 
Exhales of evils an infernal blood ; 
Will let thee know, when from the eastern shore 
You sail’d away, and dark’d the rolling flood, 
The Indian rambled hill and valley o’er, 
Liv’d where he lik’d—was happy and was good.” 


*¢ Thou know’st not Indian cunning—else should I, 
_ Leaving the wigwam, dwell in white man’s tent; 
And throwing off my wild simplicity, - 
Pore o’er your books to equal you ?—intent 
_To pry into your secret subtlety, 
_ And ther your cursed schemingstircamvent, 
To still revenge ?—which sayest thou must die, 
While I obedient, on it firm am bent.” 


“TJ mark’d you well—I studied well your art, 
And at your baseness sicken’d—then I knew, 
Within my brothers’ breasts I could impart 
Renew’d revenge, and hatred unto you. 
I swore—when I had rov’d to western part, 
In white man’s blood I would my hands imbrue ; 
For base deception dwelt within his heart, 
And to delude us, was his final view.” 


He spoke—when from his eyes a gleaming fire, 
With rage illumin’d—struck e’en to the soul— 
The trembling white man—never would such ire, 
Except in vengeance listen to control. 
He raie’d the 
high’r, . 
It circled in the air—the savage how] 
' Now echoed far—he strode a footstep nigh’r, 
And hurl’d the deadly weapon to its goal ! 
CIREX. 


—— 
THE TREASURES OF THE DEEP. 
BY CAMPBELL. 


[ What hid’st thou in thy treasure cave and cells; 


Thou hollow sounding and mysterious Main ? 


[ Pale glistening pearls; and rainbow eolour’d shells, 


' 
t 
, 


Bright things which gleam unreck’d of and in yain. 
Keep, keep thy riches, melanshely sea ! ; 
We ask not such of thee. 


{ Yet more, the Depths have more! What wealth un- 
told! 7 


Far down and shining through the stillness lies ! 
‘Thou hast the starry gems, the burning gold, 


, Won from ten thousand royal Argossies 


—Sweep over thy spoils, thou wind and wrathfd 
mam ! } 
Earth elaims not these sgain' 


Tom’hawk—hateful smil’d—now | 


119°; 


Yet more, the Depths have more!—Thy Waves" 
have rell’d ee ‘ 
Above the cities of a world goxe by ! 
Sand hath fillcd up the palaces of old, 
Sea weeds o’ergrown the hall of revelry ! 
—Dash o’er them, Ocean, in thy scornful play,” 
Man yields them to decay ! 


Yet more! the billows of the Depths have more ; 
High hearts and brave are gather’d to thy breast ! 
ay hear not now the booming waters roar, 
The av ae will not tire: their rest. 
Keep thy red gold and gems, thou stormy grave, 
¥ Give bask the fie and brave ; ia 
Give back the lost and lovely—those for whom 
The place was kept at board and hearth so leng ; 
The prayer went up through midnight’s breathless . 
00 
And the vein yearning woke ’midst festal song: 
Hold fast thy buried isles, thy towers o’erthrown, 
But all is not thy own. 
To thee the love of woman hath gone down, 
Dark flows thy tide o’er manhood’s noble head, ' 
O’er youth’s bright locks and beauty’s flowery crown, | 
Yet must theu hear a voice—Restore the dead ; 
Earth shall reclaim her precious things from thee ; 
Restore the dead, thou sea. 
—_ 
LINES. 
Rear’d in the lap of rural ease, 
Beneath uffection’s is 
I view’d the objects form’d to please, 
And early learnt to sing. . 


Yet were my song? like nature wild, 
y art; 


ae 


And unadorn’d 
But they my infant cares beguil’h 
And sooth’d my youthful heart. 


At length with blast severe and cold, 
Mistortune’s gale did blow, 

And on the Willow branch behold, 
My Harp suspended low. 


But while the Willow bent to kiss 
The limped stream that flows ; 
in I seiz’d my harp in bliss, 

And sang of all my woes. 
en 
LOVE’S LABOUR LOST, 
SUNG BY MRS. KNIGHT. 


Young Love, ina transport exclaim’d, 
«¢ A beautiful bower Ill build ; 
‘¢ Ere the first blush of morning hath bear’d, 
‘¢ With roses the dome shall be arg 
He gather’d the roses of spring 
His mansion of bloom te adorn; ef 
But his task prov’d a difficult thing, w.-¥ 
When he found every rose had a thorn, 
Vhen he found, &e. 


At length, after Love fondly toil’d, 
He gazed with delight all around— 
When a storm Sis bower destroy’d 
And his roses were strew’d o’er the ground. 
The urchin then whimper’d and cried, 
*¢ My hopes thus for ever are cross’d— 
6 On fair weather I fondly relied, 
‘¢ But I found poor Love's labour is lost !* 
** But I found,” &e. 


Then maidens, who castles wonld build 
An the air—take warning from this ; 
Till your lover’s vows are fulfill’d, 
: Do not think of a bower of bliss. 
Believe me, the story is trae— 
If you siiyht it, some tears it may cost : 
For like Cupid, perhaps you may rue, 
And fin! all Love's labour ts lost: : 
And find all, &e. 


A . 
EVELIN«. 


